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SCENE III.   TYBURN.
A Crowd of Citizens.

\st Citizen. Is not their hour yet on ?  Men say the

queen

Bade spare no jot of torment in their end
That law might lay upon them.

2nd Citizen.                            Truth it is,

To spare what scourge soe'er man's justice may
Twist for such caitiff traitors were to grieve
God's with mere inobservance.    Hear you not
How yet the loud lewd braggarts of their side
Keep heart to threaten that for all this foil
They are not foiled indeed, but yet the work
Shall prosper with deliverance of their queen
And death for her of ours, though they should give
Of their own lives for one an hundredfold ?

$rd Citizen. These are bold mouths ; one that shall

die to-day,

Being this last week arraigned at Westminster,
Had no such heart, they say, to his defence,
Who was the main head of their treasons.

ist Citizen,                                             Ay,

And yesterday, if truth belie not him,
Durst with his doomed hand write some word of

prayer

To the queen's self, her very grace, to crave
Grace of her for his gracelessness, that she
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